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Author's Notes: 
Disclaimer: GNR ain't mine. This story is written for entertainment purposes only and does not reflect the 


actual lives of the persons named. 


Rated Teens for swearing and sort-of nudity. 


"You can whine all you like, Slash. I'm still going on stage like this." 

Slash felt a strong urge to fling his bottle of Jack at Axl's head. Instead, with what he deemed to be great 
willpower, he took another swig to calm himself, and then set the bottle on the coffee table. "You can come at 
me with a gun, but I'm not letting you wear a fucking thong on stage." 


"Why? | look good" Axl gestured to the black leather thong he had donned; it was all he was wearing. 


"You look like a stripper." 


"What's wrong with strippers?" 

"|.nothing. But we're rockers, not strippers." 

Axl collapsed on their creaking sofa and crossed his arms and his knees. He raised his chin in a defiant gesture. 
Slash released a long sigh. "It just makes the band look bad. It's not professional.” 


‘Mhmm." Axl raked his eyes over Slash's body, a smug smile on his face. He raised his hand and rubbed his 
full lower lip with his index finger. 


"And we're not AC/DC wannabes." 

"Hmm" 

"And. Jesus Christ, will you fucking listen to me?" 

"As soon as you stop staring at my crotch." 

Slash pinched his brow; his cheeks were flaming, and he could feel a headache coming on. "You're an asshole." 


Axl rolled his eyes and uncrossed his legs. Afternoon sunlight filtered through the open window and highlighted 
the russet in his loose hair. "Fine, Mom. I'll wear pants at tonight's show. Happy now?" 


Slash glared at him, wary. "Whatever, man" That was his way of saying, ‘Thanks for listening to me! He got up 
and took his guitar from its position against the wall, and then sat down and began to fiddle with it. 


Just before the show, in the wings, Slash grabbed Axl by the lapels of his jacket and hissed, "You fucking 
douchebag." The crowd roared outside, utterly unprepared for the travesty about to meet them. 


"What?" Axl said, eyes wide in the guise of innocence. "I'm wearing pants." 
"Those are not pants. / can see your entire ass" 

Axl shrugged free of his grip. "Never promised | wouldn't show it off, did |?" 
Sie 


Btw, Axl really did go on stage in those not-pants: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v =qolVVV8VaWk 


